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I succeeded in bringing the plane down and finally
made a reasonable landing, close to the point of de-
parture. This was a happy day. The two and a half
years of hard work had finally resulted in success.
I had been in the air only about four minutes, but
this had been a real flight, completed along a course
that had been previously decided. While very happy,
I felt somewhat tired from previous worry and strain
and made no more flights that day. The 8-5 was
wheeled back to the hangar by the few men that were
present with respect and almost admiration. I went
home remembering the joy and splendour of flying
which I had felt for the first time, realizing that a real
step had been made forward in my aviation activities.
The next few weeks confirmed these hopes. The
first flight was followed by others which gradually
became longer, higher, and better. By the middle
of the summer, I was able to stay in the air half an
hour at a i,ooo-feet altitude. I often enjoyed im-
mensely these flights over the hills and woods in the
neighbourhood of Kiev on the wings of the slow open
plane of the early days, behind a small motor. This
flying could give a delightful sensation which is partly
lost in modern heavy, powerful aircraft. On the 8-5
I sat entirely in the open just above and behind the
lower wing. The view was free in nearly all directions,
including straight down. By that time I was used to
the controls in the air and the movements became
automatic, which permitted me to look around freely
and to enjoy the sensation of flight.
In the fall I passed my examination for an F.A.I,
pilot's licence which at that time required five figure-
eights in the air, landings, and so forth. The Imperial